THE LETTER-BOX. 


By a mistake, which we regret very much, the name 
of the author of “The Dragonfly’s Ball” was wrongly 
printed when that bright story in verse appeared in our 

September number. We now gladly correct the error_ 

with all due apologies to our clever contributor — by 
stating that the author of the poem is Katherine Berry 
di Zerega. _ 

T-v „ Andrews, Ind. 

Dea-R St. Nicholas : I was greatly interested in the 
article called “ Carner-Pigeons of Santa Catalina,” in the 
September number of St. Nicholas, as I own a very 
pretty pan: of carrier-pigeons. One is pale blue, with 
dark-blue feathers on its neck, wings, and tail. When 
it moves about the feathers on its neck change from a 
beautiful purple to green and blue. The other one is 
pmk, with a pale-blue cast, and white in its wings and 
tad. They are young, and at this writing have their first 
eggs. They are not trained to fly far yet. I often won¬ 
dered what I should name them; and out of the manv 
names men tl0 ned in St. Nicholas I have named the 
female Vesta and the male “ Blue Jim. ” I also own 
a beautiful pair of old fantails that are snow-white and 
they have young about a week old. A flock of these 

™ns'a“er * Tery PreUy S '®*a UC £ C. m |ilI? Ur 
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who try to push past each other going into the mission 
Thl Se \, f ° l e f ch °, ne wants to S et ^ ahead of the other 
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Fork’s Creek, Col. 

Dear St. Nicholas: Two years ago last Christmas 
my grandpa made my sister Louise and me a present of 
the St. Nicholas, and we have taken it ever since,and 
eniov reading it very much. 

I have three sisters and a brother, and we are spend¬ 
ing this summer at my father’s ranch, which is about 
twenty-five miles west of Denver. The nearest post- 
office to our ranch is about five miles away, and to reach 
it we have to go on horseback over a steep, rocky trail. 
When we get within a mile of the post-office we turn 
down a deep gulch. We ride down the bed of the creek 
quite a way, and then tie our horses and w f alk the rest of 
the way. There are great, high mountains all around 
our house; and right in front of it is a spruce-tree which 
is about eighty feet high. 

A while ago we used to go out and get great bunches 
of columbines, but it is rather late for them now. There 
are lots of stumps of trees around here, and the birds 
build their nests in them. One day we found a turtle¬ 
dove’s nest with three eggs in it. We used to go and 
look at it almost every day. One day we went to see it, 
and found, instead of the eggs, three little birds without 
any feathers on them; and a little later, when we went to 
see them, they had all flown away. 

I remain yours truly, 

Madeleine S-. 

Louisen Schloss, Homburg-v.-d.-HShe, 
Germany. 

Dear St. Nicholas : The other day we were watch¬ 
ing a wasp run up and down the window, faster each 
lime, in wasp’s fashion, of course trying to get out. After 
many vain attempts it fell suddenly on to the window-sill, 
buzzing and beating it with its wings in a very wild way. 
Then it lay perfectly still, and we thought it was dead. 
In the evening we were standing by the open window 
enjoying the cool air after a hot day, when, wanting to 
throw the dead wasp out, we found that it was fastened. 
The creature in its fury, probably at not being able to 
get out, had wedged its sting so firmly into the wood 
that it was unable to pull the sting out .again. It just 
s *ows the great strength such a tiny animal has. 

I thought this little incident might interest your read¬ 
ers, so I write, hoping to see it printed soon. 

Your faithful reader, L. E. R-• 


Warminster, Wilts, England. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I am a little girl nine years 
° ri ^ thought I would write and tell you how much 
we like your magazine, the stories in it are so nice. I 
have just been reading “Jack Ballister’s Fortunes.” I 
have a little brother and a little sister. We live in Wilt- 
shire, at a little town called Warminster, quite close to 
the downs. It is so nice on the downs we often go up 
there. It is nothing but green hills for miles and miles, 
sometimes people lose their way if they are on the 
downs when it is foggy or dark. We used to live in 
Salisbury. There is a beautiful cathedral there which 
has the highest spire in England. The downs near here 
are called Salisbury Plain. Stonehenge is on Salisbury 
flam. It is said to have been a Druids’ temple. The 
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stones are so large that no one can think how they were 
put there. They were once all standing up in a circle, 
but most of them have fallen down. 

Your loving little reader, Kathleen C-. 


Oakland, Cal. 

Dear St. Nicholas : Mama has taken your magazine 
twenty years for my sister who is now married, and I 
always look forward to your coming with great impa¬ 
tience. 1 have a little dog named “ Guy. ” I nave taught 
him how to play hide-and-go-seek, tag, house, and to 
beg for his dinner. He is a cocker spaniel. We have 
had him since he was a little puppy, and he is almost six 
years old now. The lady from whom we got him brought 
him herself all the way from New York to Oregon. 
Then he used to have a little red jacket and cap, and sit 
on a chair, put his paws on the back of the chair, bend 
his head and say his prayers. It was very cute, I think. 
I enjoy reading the letters from foreign lands, in your 
magazine, especially from Germany, as I am very fond 
of German. Hoping to see your magazine prosper for 
a long time to come, I am your loving and faithful little 
reader, Edna S. O-. 


Elmira, N. Y. 

My dear St. Nicholas: I have taken you eight 
years, and my mama took you when you were “ Our 
Young Folks.” I have eight hundred stamps, and nearly 
as many traders. Wishing you a famous life, I remain 
yours, loving you like a friend, Edwin B. D-. 


Framingham, Mass. 

Dear St. Nicholas : We have been learning of the 
Japanese at school, so I am going to write and tell you 
about them. Japan is situated on four large and three 
small islands. The people always take off their sandals 
before they go into their houses. They sit on the floor 
almost all of the time, but some of the most modern have 
chairs and more furniture than the other people. They 
are very fond of bright colors. They wear blue and yel¬ 
low, mostly. Their shoes that they wear when it rains 
are called clogs; and they look something like little stools 
with two legs. They make their houses and furniture 
out of bamboo. They generally have only two rooms 
m their houses, and when they have a great deal of com¬ 
pany they put screens around the walls of the rooms, and 
leave a space between the wall and the screen large 
enough for some one to sleep. They eat rice. 

Your little friend, Alice C-. 


n Chicago, III. 

dear St. Nicholas: I thought your readers woul 
wee to hear about my trip to Mexico. It took us fiv 
days to go to Mexico. We stayed at Hotel Iturbid 
nrst, and then we went to Orizaba. While we were s 
unzaba we stayed over Palm Sunday. The childre 
S?i ar - U ^ palms in their hands; and fror 
nn fir A V1I i C l° W my brot ^ er and 1 saw three mountain 
ES' • ir fr om there we went to Vera Cruz. It wa 
n/ant m Y era Cruz that my brother got sick, and w 
U P the mountains to Jalapa. There the street 
that K qUee . r ^ narrow, and they were very steep, s 
carrJ^ U ^ leS j OU ,^ not g° on them; everything wa 
PnHila 0I uru ^ on ^ e y’ s back. From there we went t 
al f t r* ' VVhen we were in Puebla it was Holy Week 
nice ri m S i° re t 'j Cr f c * osec b and people were having 
Tn,_ e * ^ n< \ then we went to the city of Mexico 
Tndac rl C ^ a . w t ^ e . m on G° 0( i Friday burn images o 
cracker* 0 ^ 1 ?!. 0 ” street s. They put powder or fire 
in the images, and set fire to them. 

*our loving reader, Julia Helen D-. 
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Jefferson Pavilion, La. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I live on a rice-plantation 
about eighteen miles from New Orleans. 1 suppose 
you would like to hear how rice grows. In February 
or March the farmers plow the ground, and after that 
they sow and harrow the rice. When it is up they have 
to put water on it. The water is brought into the fields 
by means of pumps and siphons. If the Mississippi 
River is low the pumps are worked both day and night 
to keep the water by the levee for the siphons to take 
over the levee. If the river is high the siphons only are 
used. When the rice is about one foot high, people 
go in the field to pull the grass out. After that the rice 
is threshed and sent to New Orleans on boats. 

They also grow sweet and Irish potatoes, corn, pea- 
vines, and other things. 

A friend of mine, named Stuart L-, lends you to 

me. The stories I like best are “ President for One 
Hour,” “ A Boy of the First Empire,” “ Chris and the 
Wonderful Lamp,” and “Fighting the Fire.” Every 
evening my cousin and myself go swimming in the 
river. I have a horse named “Bill.” I will close, 
wishing you bon succh. 

Your monthly reader, Henry H-. 


Green Mountain Falls, Col. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I saw, as I was reading your 
magazine for August, a letter to you from a little girl, 
who wrote that during the founding of Kentucky by 
Boone, his own daughter and two other girls were 
stolen by the Indians; and as I was reading it, mama 
said that one of those other girls (Elizabeth Calloway) 
was my great-great-grandmother, and that the Indians 
stole the girls to have them teach the Indians how to 
make butter. 

I am sorry I don’t know more about them, but I 
don’t. Your affectionate reader, 

Susie S-. 


Copalis, Wash. 

Dear St. Nicholas: I am spending my vacation 
at the North Beach near Boon Creek. 

Half a mile from us is the Copalis Rock, which is 
half a mile out in the Pacific Ocean. 

On July 21 the tide was so low that I, with a party of 
others, touched it. 

On top of it is a house made to shoot the sea-otters 
from. 

Last week some of the Indians went out in their 
canoes, and brought in three sea-otters, which are valued 
at from three hundred and fifty dollars upward apiece. 

One day we drove up the beach twelve miles to 
Grandville Point, and the scenery was beautiful all 
the way—high cliffs rising up on one side, with the 
ocean on the other side. 

There is a rock with an arch through it, and another 
rock that is very high and large, and has a great many holes 
in it, in which the sea-birds, sea-parrots, and sea-pigeons 
build their nests. The swells come up behind some 
of the smaller rocks, and then break over them in foam; 
and then the water runs down in little cascades and 
little waterfalls. 

I have gathered a great collection of moonstones, 
agates, and shells. Your loving reader, 

6 Fanny W. P-. 


Fredericksburg, Va. 

Dear St. Nicholas : We have been living in Fred¬ 
ericksburg a little over a year, and find it a very old- 
fashioned town, having a good many relics of the war. 

A little while ago papa found an old bayonet stuck in 
a tree-stump, about three miles out of town. 
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The National Cemetery, the site of the great battle of 
Fredericksburg, is beautifully kept by the United States 
Government, and contains the graves of about fifteen 
thousand soldiers. 

One woman who lived next the battle-field said that 
the night after the battle was fought the field was blue 
with Union soldiers. 

I live only two doors from the house where George 
Washington’s mother lived; and two squares below r.s 
is a big stone with a step cut into it which is worn down 
by the number of negroes who stepped up there to be sold 
at auction. 

I am a Northern girl, so it is all very queer to me, es¬ 
pecially the great number of negroes. It seems to me 
as if there are about four negroes to every white man. 

Mama says she has either bought or subscribed for 
the St. Nicholas for twenty years. 

Hoping to see this letter in print, 

I remain your admirer, Beatrice Y-. 


Vera ICaxsas 

Dear St. Nicholas : This is the first year I have 
taken you, and I think you are a fine magazine. I live in 
Kansas, on a ranch, where you can see thousands and 
thousands of horses and cattle every day. In the fall 


we cut up fodder — that is, the corn; husks and stalks 
are all cut up by steam-power when green, and kept un¬ 
til winter for cattle. We store the fodder in a large 
shed where in the winter time we keep all the imple¬ 
ments that are used in the summer. The ranch is 
called the “Q. G.” ranch, because some years ago, when 
branding cattle was greatly done, this was our brand 

I would rather live on a ranch than in a city, for when 
I visit a city I always feel so cramped up, some way, and 
I long for the country again. Wnen my papa ships his 
loads of cattle and hogs, 1 love to watch the ranchmen 
load them at the stock-yards. 

I remain your loving reader, Benjamin J. B-. 


We thank the young friends whose names follow for 
pleasant letters received from them: Grace Guernsey, 
Hortense Heath, Cyrus Brewster, Jr., Leila R., F. X. 
Williams, “ Virginia,” Blanche E. Sayre, R. J. Clemens, 
Louisa Pearce, Bessie R. T., Margaret A. M., Bessie 
Moulton, Pansy K., Dora, May C., J. Leoni P., Bella 
Mehler, Emma Stuver, Will B. Weston, Y. Ethel B., 
Eleanor Haywood, Helen Van A. Schuyler, Rosamond 
Underwood, Mabel W., Mamie Baird, Elsie W., Con¬ 
stance E. Bradford, Beth Opp. 
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ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE OCTOBER NUMBER. 


, H , “ E r GRA,N , 1 0FC ?? N '— x * Com-elU. 2 . Cornet. 3. A-com. 

4. Barry Com-wall. 5. Com-er. 6. Com-ucopia. 7. Corn-ice. 
ZiGZAC. Mediterranean. 1. Mouse. 2. Sense. 3. Laden. 4 

5, i Adder, i 
id Qu«NciNx. Across: 1. Lear. 2 . Eat. 3 . Rave. 4. Eve. 5. 
p Word-Square. ,. Scrap. Chair. 3. Raise. 4. Aisle. s . 


Backwards and Forxvards. i. Revel. 2 . Spool. , 

5 . Drab. 6. Golf. 7 . Live. 8. Slap. 9 . \\ 4 d?' 


4 - blander. 5. Quieted. 6. Entries. 7 . Guessed. ^ 

Bo I tde US ? A Colb? IA r 0 H L ’ Ho,mes - Crosswords: 1. Hornet. 2. 
Dome. 3. Collar. 4. Hammer. 5. Goblet. 6. Walrus. 


DIAMONDS connected 
Ra J^ d -, 4 - Tapered. 5. Tiron. 
•r. 4. Watere ' 


OQUAKb. __ <, 

j **• ?■ lir «n. 6 Den. 7. D. II. 1. W. 2 . T a a 

Tudor. 4. Watered. 5. Gored. 6. Red. 7. D. III. 1 Sedan 
“• 5 ar, y* 3 - Drums. 4. Aimes. 5. Nyssa/ IV. 1. S 2 Cap 
& Capon. 4. Sapoho. 5. Polyp. 6. Nip. ~ ” - P ' 

Pun. 3. u - 0 > -- * 


—i~«. *. 5 . roiyp. 6 . Nip. 7 . O. V. 

X 0 0UR p * un * 3 * *^ges. 4. Sugared. 5. Nerve. 6. See. 7. D. 

ZSAPrX" 1 ,'™*ThL D^SdTVLZ"' Sl d ' ***•£**«*„'&• <*>■” “M. McG.*'—Paul Re*. 

'! bherwoon — A Irvine—i*_ xt: ■ _ 


WORD-SQUARE. 


DoUTumS' l S P pruce fanam P hitheater - 
“JERSEY quartette.” 

CHARADE. 

Wh^danl^r? K UnSC A Ied * W 5 at de P tbs explore 
Men n\W ?h? b r lved m ^ rst to P”'! 
In^ei, heriTe5 ' nay ' sel1 t,leir souls, 
m the mad strife, so often vain. 

ff l00ks to Tubal c ain, 

it not for ancestry, for art, 

And every nation, every age. 

Assigns to him a useful part. 

& r OW tenderl y we scan 

The fables °f this giftedman! 

In not another can we find 
he fun and pathos so combined. M . j. w. 

g A HANDF CD of peas. 

Answer, P p!rivet. a Shr " b ’ “ d leav 
flower. 2 . ^ake^n^ animab and leave part of 
lar thing. •» Tak^/™? atom ’ and leave a particu 
gift of charity. 7 r*£ from ; ro Pical trees, and leave ; 
nobleman, r Takp 1 6 % ^ * rom a J ewe l* and leave i 
eave another country P 6 tV certain countr y» a ™ 

tr ). o. Take a p from a bird, ant 


leave the hero of a novel. 7. Take a p from a fruit, and 
leave a valuable organ. 8. Take a p from an adherent 
to a party, and leave a mechanic. 9. Take a p from a 
surgeon’s instrument, and leave a dress of state. 10. 
Take a p from a preacher, and leave a crime. 11. Take 
a p from to trifle with, and leave to change. 12. Take 
a p from an allegory, and leave fit for plowing or tillage. 
13. Take a p from roasted over a fire, and leave curved. 
14- Take a p from part of a horse’s foot, and leave be¬ 
hind a ship. JUL1A B< c> 

RHOMBOID. 

Across: i. Dishonor. 2. To eat into or away. 3. 
Heroic poems. 4. A long, pliable strip of leather. 5. 
A11 important vegetable product. 

Downward : 1. In furnish. 2. A pronoun. 3. A 
verb. 4. Kitchen implements. 5* Prepares for publi¬ 
cation. 6. Having the color of unbleached stuff. 7. 
To settle from a vertical position. 8. A childish name 
for a parent. 9. In furnish. 

GEORGE BANCROFT FERNALD. 

OCTAGONS. 

I. I. Anything small. 2. An ecclesiastical head¬ 
dress. 3. A fertile spot. 4. Stumbles. 5. A beast 
of burden. 

II. 1. A chart. 2. Land belonging to a nobleman. 3. 
Imbecile. 4. Impelled by the use of a pole. 5. A color. 

III. 1. To force in. 2. Swift. 3. A common fruit. 

4. A city of Italy. 5. A lair. “samuel Sydney.” 
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ILLUSTRATED FINAL ACROSTIC. 

When the four objects in the accompanying illustra¬ 
tion have been rightly guessed, and the names (which 
are of unequal length! written one below the other, the 
final letters will spell the name of a fam ous 
English Quaker. 

AN OBLIQUE RECTANGLE. 



*• A let T?*1 2 - A swamp. 3. One of a 
wandering tribe. 4. The musical scale, c 
« S? ln * 6 ‘. A 1 sma11 drum. 7 - A memento! 
». lo be disobedient to authority, 0. The 
principal post at the foot of a staircase. 10 
Lawful. 11. Pertaining to Latium. 12. A 
lampoon. 13 A price free from any deduc¬ 
tions. 14. A letter. 7 

GEORGE L. HOSEA. 

PROGRESSIVE numerical enigma. 

“ 1-2 does not consider that apples 2-2-4 be- 
r 2 ' 3 e 7 en 1 “ strawberr y time, so I will 
V "*"?" 4 a / eW for . sauce »” b- 7 -S fond 
^^terof “ T* 1 I L 2 ' 3 ' 4 ' 5 ' 6 - This sb e 
did, and afterward sewed up 2 3-4-C-6 in his 
S* “That io-i P i well 

i (S , h , e , was sUl1 at school.) But oerhans 
that yoaWhavebeen understood without tEe 
i_2- o~4-5~' > -7-8-9-io-i 1 . 

MARY E. STONE. 

A POETICAL PJCNIC. 

Insert, in place of the stars, the name of 
a poem by the author whose name follows • 

One hot morning « « . * . , ‘ * 

next*door fed* me'to* ask 

•o let me udte some of her^^W" 

y. y ”»Wd 
s>“ 



lunch-Setl'^tIfc 8 ® f ° F ^ size of m X 

asked, “D<? s . ^™»gyhat there another girl,! 

take her place.” *♦*«»** (Tennyson) 

*l* e mill, and at length we 
(Wordsworth) as we fileZ v / r * * * ..... 

Then began our trials. It «« nwnf "°° d *; 


*n* l * * * * * * * (Longfellow) for lunch, and not 

dll then did we learn that, in the confusion of starting, 
our well-stocked lunch-basket had been forgotten. We 
wandered on in the dense woods, the children tired 
and thirsty. We could find no spring,—not even • « » 

* • * • • (Longfellow) we had lately crossed. 

- The little hot hands were » » * * * , , , 

* * * • * ******* (Bryant) tbev 

picked. We passed «**»*•'• 

* * * * * (George Eliot) and » • * 

* * * * • • • * (Whittier) wearing a 

ragged ««« (Burns),and 

though » . • «.*«•»•«• (Trow- 

^hi^ 6 ^ ^ DOt mo ^ esl 1X51 lightened l i ,e 

Just here, to my joy, we met * * * *- 

* * * * **«*»*« 

* * • • (Ingelow) who was *»**•*« 

* * • * • • * (Kate Putnam 

Osgood). By liberal payment I induced her 
to sell me a pail of milk, which 1 * * *- 

* * * * (Ingelow) among my thirsty 
troop. Next came • •••*»« »*«*• 
( Lowell) and drenched us to the skin. Gladly 
would I have sent in my *•»«*»»• 

* * * * (Longfellow) while leading what 
proved to be a stormy * * * « * (Bry¬ 
ant) toward home, which we finally reached 
in safety, though quite exhausted oy * * * 
**»*«***• (Wordsworth). 

L. E. JOHNSON. 

RIDDLE. 

To make me, you have only to breathe; 
Behead me, and still I ’m a breath; 
Beheaded again, a man I become 
Who revels in pillage and death. 

To cut off his head is surely no wrong 
When quickly to wrath I transmute; 
Another head lost, and when money you lend, 
The interest I teach to compute. 

The last head removed, I ’m a goddess of 
strife. 

Who follows where discord and mischief are 
rife. M. E. SAFFOLD. 

MYTHOLOGICAL CUBE. 


5 * 


7 * * # • 8 

From i to 2, a daughter of Pyrgeus, from 
w whom the town of Lepreum in Elis was said 
t0 derived its name; from 1 to 3, the mother of Apollo 
and Diana; from 2 to 4, the god of song and music; from 
3 to 4, one of the Euroenides; from 5 to 6, the goddess of 
he morning; from 5 to 7, a Latin hero, who fought on 
tne side of Tumus against jEneas; from 6 to 8, the open 
spaces where the gladiators fought; from 7 to 8, sea- 
nymphs; from 1 to 5, the moon; from 2 to 6, a grand 
division of the earth; from 4 to 8, a growth of which 
™ e I e i S -ii S P^ddess; from 3 to 7, the son of Faun us, who 
was killed by Polyphemus. HuLME. 






Digitized by t^oooLe 



















